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BEGGARS OPERA. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
— — 


SCENE, PEACHUM'S Hovss, 
PzxACHUM ſitting at a table with a large book of ac- 
counts before him. 


4 "LIIIE... old woman cloathed in gray. 
-- - THRO' all the employments of lite, 

Each neighbour abuſes his brother, _ 6 
. Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife, 
All profeſſions berogue one another: 

Ihe prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 

The lawyer beknaves4he divine, 

And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 

* "Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 

A lawyer's is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine; like 
me too he acts in a double capacity, both againſt rogues 
and for 'em; for tis but fitting x th we ſhould protect 
and encourage cheats, lince we live by 'em, | 

: | Enter FiLCH. | 

Filch, Sir, Black Moll hath ſent word, her trial comes 
on. ia the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order 
matters ſo as to bring her off, , t 
Peach. Why ſhe may plead her belly at worſt; to 

my knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity ; 
but, as the wench is very active and induſtrous, you 
may ry her that I' ſoften the evidence: 

Fitch, om Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 

. Peach. A lazy dog! when I took him the time be- 
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not 
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THE BEGGARS OPERA. 
mend his hand This, ĩs death without reprieve ; I may 
venture to book him; [ Vites] for Tom Gagg forty 
pounds, Let Betty Sly know that I'll ſave her from 
tranſportation, for I can get more by her ſtayſng in 
England, 

Fiel. Betty hath brought more goods into our lock 
this year than any five of the gang, and in truth tis 
Pity to looſe fo good a cuſtomer, 

Peach, If none of the gang takes her off, ſhe may in 
the common course of bufineſs live a twelvemonth 
longer, I love to let women *ſcape. A good ſportſ- 
man always lets the hen partridges fly, t == A 
bieed of the game depends upon them. Beſides,” Here 
the law allows us no reward. There is nothing to be 
got oy the death of women—except our wives, 

Filck, Without diſpute ſhe is a fine woman! *twas 
to her I was obliged for = education. (To ſay a 
bold word.) Sheihath trained up more young fellows 
to the buſineſs than the gaming table. | 

Peack. Truly, Filch, thy obſervatron is right, We 


and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women than 


all the profeſſrons beſides. 
The bonny grey ey'd morn, &c. ; 
Fileh. Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind, 

By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts; 

er very eyes can cheat: when moſt ſhe's Kind, 

She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 

For her, like wolves, we roam for prey 

And practiſe ev*ry fraud to bribe her charms; 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms. 

Peach. But make haſte to Newgate, boy, and let 
my friends know what I intend; for I love t make 
them eaſy one way or other. 885 

Filck. When a gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, 

penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. Beides, 
certainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and 
makes him riſk another without fear or ſcruple. But 
III away, for *tis a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of 
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, .; THE BEGGAR'S OPERA, 2% 
confort to. trignds in affiction. [Exit. 
Peach, But it is now high time to look about me 
for a Yecent execution againtt nest ſeſſions, I hate 


* 


# lazy rogue by whom one can get nothing til he is 
Langcd. - A regiſter of the gang. [ Reading. ] Crook-. 


linger d Jack, à yeax and halt in the fervice > let me 
ſee how much the flock owes io his iuduſtry ? one, 
two, three, four, five, gold waiches, and [even ſilver 
ones. A migluy clean-handed jeltow! ſixteen ſuuff 
boxes, five. of chem of true gold, fix dozen of hand- 
kerchięfs, four: filver-hilted ſwords, halt a dozen of 
fiirts, thrcetyc-perriwiss, and a picce of broad cloth, 
Conlidering.theſe.arconly fruits of his Jetſure hours, 
I' don't know a prettier fellow, for no man alive hath 
a more engaging preſence of mind upon the road. 
\Wat.Dregrv,,, alias Brown Will; an irregular dog! 
wo bath an underhand way ot diſpoßing of his goods. 
I'!l try him only for a ſeſlions or two longer upon his 
good hehavipur, Harry Paddington; a poor petty lar- 
ccuy rafcal, without the leaſt genius! that fellow, tho? 
hewereto live theſe fix months, will never come o the 
fallows with any credit. Slippery Sam; he goes of! 


the yesi-Sefſions, tor the villaiu hath the impudence 


to have views of following his trade as a tailot, Which 
he calls. ap banett employment. Mat. of the Mint, 
liſted not above a manth ago; a promiling ſturdy tel- 
tow, and dilligentin hisway; fomewhat too bold and 
haſty, and may raiſe gaod contributions on the public, 
1t he toes not cut himſelf ſhott by murder. Tom Tip- 
ple; a yuzzing ſoaking fot, who is always teo drunk 
tg ſtand lumſelt or make ether ftand I A cart is ahſo- 
lutely neceſſary for him. Robin of Bagſhot, alias 
2 alias Bluff Bob. alias Carbuncle, alias Bob 
9915. = * | * 

Fe 5 Eater Mrs. PEACHUM, | 

' " Mrs,” Peach.” What of Boh Boba, huſband? I hope 
nothing bad hath betided hn. Yau know, my dear | 
he's a Wente ebliomer of mine; was he who made 

3 | 
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| me à preſent of this ring. | q 
| Peach. 1 have ſer his name down in, 90 black-l1f, » 
that's all my dear! he fpends his life amot) women, li 

| ard, as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 
| ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's fofty h 
[ peunds loft to us for ever. 6 
Hrs, Peach, You Know, dear! I never dle t 
in mat: ers of death; 1.5 always leave thoſe irs to r 
you, Yan, inder are bitter bad judges in theſe e 
caſes, for they are fo partial to the brave, that they 9 

think every man s me, who is a to the camp 
or the ale 1 
Cold Nui raw, Sc. t 
If any wench Venus girdle age } 
Tho the be never ſo ugly, 6 

iljes and roſes Will quickly appear, 

And her face log wond'rous ſmugly. t 
| Beneath the ene fit but a cord [ 
| res arming 4 zone is!) 
| | e youth in the A hath the air of a lord, 
| ind we cry, there dies an Adonis. { 

} But Teally, huſband; you ſhonld not be too hatd- | 
| . g you never had a finer, braver ſet of men ; 


| an M ent, We have not had à murder among 
1 preſent ſeven months ; and truly my dear ! 


reat bleſſi 1 
25 e a rens f is the woman Always a 


40 7 N25 0 6e rder for? No gentleman is ever 6 

1 e ſe for killin ag ug n hi own 5 
Sees 3, Fad 155 vl cannot be Veiter without . 
it, 75 would 50 have 4 Zentlemen do - | 

s. B 8 192 phy; the wrong, my dear, you i 

maſt excl RON cat help me fraitty of an | 
— ny 955 a 

W Mu bo 1 775 wc a 'erijne as a man can 
f be guilty fy "Ha gemleman have we in 
Newgate every peat pur pute 5 1 e e? If they 
have oral ury to brivg it in 
0 


Manſlaughter, what are — the IO for it? fo, my 
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dear! have done upon this ſubject. Was Captain 
Macheath here this morning for the bank notes he 
left with you laſt week? | 

Mrs Peach, Yes, my dear, and, though the bank 
hath ſtopt payment, he was fo chearful and ſo agree— 


able! Sure there is not a finer gentlemen on the road 


than the Captain! If he comes from Bagſhot at any 
reaſouable hath promiſed to make one this 
evening wi ly, me, and Bob Booty, at a party at 
quadrille. my dear is the Captain rich? 


Peach. The Captain keeps two good company ever 
to grow rich, Marybone and the chocolate-houfes are 
his undoing. The man that propoſes to get money by 
play ſhould have the educatian of a fine gentleman, 
and be trained up to it from his youth, 

Mrs, Peach, Really I am ſorry upon Polly's account, 
the Captain hath not more diſcretion. at buſineſs 
hath he to keep company. with lords and gentlemen ? 
he ſhould leave them to prey upon one another, 

Peach. Upon Polly's account! what à plague does 
the woman mean? Upon Polly's account! 

i Meg. Peack, Captain Macheath is very fond of the 
girl, od EY 

Peach, And. what then? 

' Mrs. Peach, If I have any {kill in the ways of wo- 
men, I am ſure Polly thinks him a, very preity man. 

Peach, And what then? you would not be ſo mad 
io have the wench marry hun! Gameſters and high- 
waymen are-generally very good to their whores, but 
they are very devils to their wives. 

Mrs. Peach. But if Polly. ſhould be in love, how 
ſhould we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf ? 
Poor girl! I'm in the utmoſt concern about her. 

Why is your faithful ſlave diſdain'd ? 
I love the virgin's heart invade, 
Ha like a moth the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame ! 
If. ſoon he be not made a wife 


* 
— — — 
- —  — — 
—— — — — —— — — 


but marriage? after Hat, my déarz, alt we be 

ſafe? ate ve not then in het hufhands for the 

"yh nd hath the, abſttote power,over Mia wate's {e- 

c it Heron. It the girt had the diſcretion oa 

Th 805 He cad hive a; dozeH youn 
C it 


HO can” | 7 D fellows at 

er ear, Wittfont complying withone, r {16199 not 
i. ita but Polly is rinder, and a 1 
ſei. ef in a flame,” 'NMarriedf if th | 
KON hi C profit, gute fie know ber own pleaſlirg 
better than ta males hetfelf a propert F. My Puighter 
to me (ould be Tike 'a © courtZlady to a, nfinifter 


park will at once 


Echte, a key to the Whole” gang. Matric! it the, 
aflalt"is nat already done, Pit terfify her frbih it by 


the ggampléè of out neighbouts. 

"i p! Abbe 

the git: ſhe loves wm imitate the fine tadics, and 

the may allow the Captain libertiès in the-vikw,of 
172655 But *tis your duty, my dear, to warn the girl 

againt her rujn, and to ind he 


ſtit her. In ihe mean time wife Yipt dut the cotogets 


ahd. marks of theſe'dorcn of cambric Handkerthyefs,. 
Nr item this afternoon'toa chap in 
ty, SSH LGU 2617, 3 20007 291 | 


DI 


the mann 


Mrs. Peach. Never, was a man mote but of che 


in an n hufband! Why mijft our Polly 
torfooth” differ Tr: „ 

huſband? ans ae {Polly a 
all abfexvatiofi, mak 


men ? All men aft Mifieves3n love, Hd like a woman 
er's property.” : 


the better for being anot 


eweneh' yors bot 


Peach. May hap, my ddur! you mh3y injilte. 


1 n 1 & her how to make the, 
of of het beauty. L' go toher this moment and 


Hage contrary to 


differ tum her fex, ang love 'only her 
vl theTeſs folteweg by other 
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Of all ene things we do, Ic. 
A maid is like the golden ore 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe worth is never known before 
It is try'd and impreſt in the mint. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold 
Srampt with the name of her ſpouſe, 
ow here, now there, is bought or is fold, 
d is current in ev'ry houſe. 
Enter Filcu. | 
Mrs, Peach. Come hither, Filch. I am as fond of 
this child as tho? my mind miſgave me he were my 
own, He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a 
woman, and 1s as nimble finger J 


as a juggler.” If an 
unlucky ſeſſion does not cut the rope oft thy life, I pro- 
nounce, boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory. 
Where was your poſt laſt night, my boy. 7 

Filck, I p!y'd at the opera, Madam, and conſidering 
tas neither, dark nor rainy, fo that there was no great 
hurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable 
hand on'f.” Theſe ſeven handkerchiefs, Madam. 

Mrs Peach, Coloured ones I fee, They are of ſure 
ſale fram our warehouſe at Redriff among the ſeamen, 

Pic. And this ſnuff box. | 

Mrs, Peach. Set in gold! a pretty encouragement 
this to a young beginner, 

Pilch, I had 2 fair tug at a charming geld watch. 
Pox take the tailors for making the fob ſo deep and 
narrow! it tuck by the way, and I was forced tomake 
my eſcape under a coach. Really, Madam, I fear I 
ſhall be cut of in the flower of my youth, ſo that every 
now and then fince 1 was pumpt, I have thoughts of 
taking up. and going ta ſea, | 

Mrs. Peach, You ſhall go to Hockly-in-the Hole 
and to Marybone, child, to learn valour : theſe are the 
ſchools that have bred ſo many brave men. I thought, 
boy, by this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as well as ſhame. 
Poor [ad ! how little does he know as yet of the Old 
Bailey! For the firſt fact I'll enſure thee from being 


55 * 1 Entet PrAc HUN and polu. «4. 
Pally, I know. as well as any of. the ſine ladies ho- 
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hanged ; and going 10 fen, hilch will come time enough 
upon a ſentenge of itanſportat ion. But now fince you 


have nothing better to do, even go to your book and 


learu your catechiſm; for really, a man makes but am ill 
figure inthe Ordinaty's paper, who cannot give a ſatis- 
factory anſwer to his queſtions. But hark you my lad, 
don't gel] me a lie, for youw- know I hate a liar; do you 
Know of any thing that hath paſſed between Captain 
Macheath and our Polly? _ - | 
E Filch, I beg you, Madam, don't aſk" me, for I muſt 
either tell a lie ig you er to Miſs Polly, for I promiſed 
ber. would not tell. 7 6 ai ph 
_ #7. Peach. But when the honour of our family 15. 
concerned 848 | 


File. I Mall Jead a fad life with Miſs Polly if erer 


ſhe come to know that I told you. Beſides I would: 


net willingly forfeit my own honour by betraying any 
Ar; 422 Vondet. comes my huſband. and. Polly. 
Come . 


ilch, you-ſhall go with, me 1040,my own room, 


and tell me the whole-ftory, I'll give thee a glaſs of a 


moſt delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking 
| {Exeunr. 


to make the moſl of myſelf and of my man too. A 
woman knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath. 
never been at court or at an aſſembly : we have it in out 


nautes, Napa. If I allow, Captain Macheath ſome 
trifliag liberties, Ithayc, this watchand other viſible 


marks of his favour to ſhow for it. A girl who cannot 
grant ſome things, and refuſe what is mioſt material, 
will make but a, poor, hand of her beauty, and ſoon. be 
thrown upon. the common. n. 
lat hall] da te ſhow. how much 1 love her? _ 
©, Virgins are lake the fair flower in us luſtce, 
Which ip the gardey enamels the gon 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around; 
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ut when once pluck d tis no longer alluring. 
To Covent-garden'tis fent, (as yet ſweet) . 
There fades; and ſhrinks, end grows paſt all enduring 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod undet feet. 
Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againft your 
toying and trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of bufi- 
nefs, or to get out a ſecrer, or ſo; but if I find out 
that you have play'd the tool, and are married, yo! 
jade you, Pl! cut your throat, huſſy. Now you know 
my mind. e 
Enter Mrs. PrA‚Houu. 
O London ts @ fine town, Xa 
Mrs Pr Ach ſin a very great paſſion, ] 
Our Polly is a ſad flut! nor heeds what we have taught 
her. | i : 
] wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter! 
For the. muſt have both hoods and gowns, and hoops 
co ſwell her pride, r eb} | 
With ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace, and fhe'l! 
have men befide ; EY 
And when ſhe/$.dreft witk care and coſt, all-tempting 
fine and gay, m_— 
As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings Herſelf 
away. N 
You bad | you huſſy ! you inconſiderate jade! had 
you been hang'd it would not have vex'd me, for that 
might have been your misfortune ; but to do ſuch a 
mad thing by choice] The wench is married huſband, 
Peach. Married! the Captain is a hold man, and will 
rilk any thing for money: to be ftiure he believes her 
a fortune. Do you think your mother and I ſhould 
have lived comfortably ſo long together if ever we had 
been married baggage'? RO) 
Mrs, Peach, I know ſhe was always a proud flut, and 
now the wench hath played the fool and married; be- 
cauſe for ſooth ſhe would do like the gentty?ꝰ Cay, you 
ſupport the expence of à huſband, huſſy, in gaming, 
drinking, and whoring 7 have you money enongh to 
carry on the daily quartelsof mart and wit about 2.0. 
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wives who can e charges of, Plauging ane ano- 
ther in a bandſome way. II Jou malt be. married, 
could you introduce nobody Into dur family bat a2 


22 man? Why, thou Gli jo thou . 


or as . much. ne 


rern 
Peac . not h 
the rules of rt hng Tor: G 4 looks upon him din 
ſelf in the military capacity a: a gentleman by his pro- 
(po. Befides what he hath already, I know he is in 
a fair yy o pl. pony or of dying ; and both the ſe wa 
Tali e bf £00, ore moſt excelent Canes for a wake, 


if, are. you ruined or no 
bo Ul Polly's fortupe ſhe might very 


700 eee off to a perſon of diſtinct ion: res, that 
ght, you poutitg Nlut ! 

hat! isthe wench dumb ? fpeak, or Pl 

m £youplead by ſqueezing cut an anſwer from you. 


Are you SEE Ie ines him, or are you only 
111 [ inches her, 


1. Nl. How the Aer! is to be Misc eke © 


danghters | and lec- 
are 1150 8 | break 
a, the Haven — te in cheat- 
ot * gat — 
by Me. olly, fhal ſoon know if you arc 
ied by oo 8 5 1 e | 
„Ac. 4 
d dy advice? ? if 
Win Ber mothers obey ? — 
The! deet win a: foren u i en 
1 ak ws a N . £4 
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gone for ever and ever! 

Peach, And Macheath may hang his father and 
mother. in- law, in hopes to get into their daughter” $ 
fortune. 

Fey. T did not marry him (as dis the Faſhion 
my and delibratciy for honour or money '—byt. ” 
love him. 

Mes. Pedeh. Love him! worſe and worſe bx thog K 
the girl had been better bred; -Oh huſhand ! huſband 
her folly makes me mad my dead ſwims! Tonk if. 
tracted I cent ſupport my ſe Oh! 

- Peach. See, weneh, to What a condition 15 ha * 
reduced your poor mother! A glaſs of e this 
inſtant. How the poor weman takes jt to hes 
Polly goes out and refurtd 10 ifs 
Ah buſy} now this is the only” comfort your morh fat 
as left. 

Polly." Give her another glaſs, 9551 my manta wh 
double the quantity whenever. ſheis out ot ortet. NR 
you ſee fetthes her. 

Mrs. Peach. The girl ſhows ſuch a readjnefs id fo 
much concern, that, I could almoſt find m cart 
to ys 507. 

I E 108 
4. —— might have toy d and Kiſt: 2 

you Kept them on. 


2049 'Bue 1 70 me, = e e 
And he ſo pleas'd me, y! n 
What 1 did you mud have dene. n 

Mrs, Peach." wich adde 3 


Aut! 
Peach. A kh) wich you, wife 
for a wench to take a man e boos 
rents. You knaw tis the 
Mrs Peach; _ indeed, the” 4 — 
firſt time a — ſneſuoulu de 
methinks, = is therime 


Cy king 


Tk. 


«Rag 
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14 THE BEGGAR*'S OPERA. 
herſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do what 
ibe pleaſes. wen * 585 

Peach, Make yourſelf a liatle eaſy; Ihave a thoughe 
ſnall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights, Why ſo me- 
lancholy Polly ? fince what is done cannot be undone, 
ven eadeavour to make the beſt of it. | 

Mrs Peach, Well, Polly, as far as one woman can 
forgive another, I forgive thee, —Your father is too 
fond of you huſſy. | 
Polly, Then all my ſorrows are at an end. 

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likeiy ſpeech in troth for a 
wench who is jutt married y ls HA 
Thomas, I cannot, Ge. 
Polly. I like a ſhip in ſtorms was toſt, 
Yet afraid to put into Jand ; 
For ſeiz'd in the port che veſſel's Iost 
Whoſe treaſure is contraband, 
The waves are laid. 
My duty's paid; 
O joy beyond expreſſion ! 
Thus ſafe aſhore 
I alk no more; 1100 11 
My alt's in my poſſeſſion. 

Peach. I heat cuſtomers in t'other room; go talk 
with them Polly, but come again as ſoon as they ate 
gone, —But hark ye, child, if it is the gentleman who 
was here yeſterday about the repeating watch, fay you 
believe. ye can't get intelligence of it (ill ig. morcow, 
for T lent it to Sakey Striddks to wake a figure with 
to-night at a tavern at Drury- lane. If Vother gentle. 
man calls for thedi|ver hilted ſword, you know beete. 


- 


brow'd Jemny ath it on, and he, doth,not come from 
ridge tilt Tueſday dight, ſo that it cannot be had 
till ther: [Exit Polly.) Dear wite! be alivie pacified ; - 


Tun ric 


don't let your, paſſion cm, away with your ſeaſes: 
21 2 yu, hath done a raſh thing. Fg, 
„Mrs. Peach, If he had only an intrigue with-the 


huddled up a thatdort. Tis marriage, huſ- 
4 ; 


feld why bv Fer heſt of familieg bave excuſed and 
Lailt o 


reer, 
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hand, that makes it a blemiſh. 

Peach. But money, wife, is the true fuller's earth 
for reputations z there Is nut a ſpot or a {fin but what 
it can take out. A rich rogue, now. a. day s, is fit com- 
pany for any gentleman; and the world, my dear hath 
not ſuch a contempt for roguery as you imagine, I 
telt you wife, 1 can make tkis match turn to onr 


advantage. ah wes 


i5 


Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, huſband, that Cap. 


tain Macheach is worth money, that I am in doubt 
whether he hath not two or three wives already, and 
then, if he ſhould die in a ſeſſion or two, Polly's 
dower would come into diſpute, : 
Peach. That indeed is a point which ought to be 
conſidered. 7 
A ſolater and a ſatlor. 
A fox may ſteal your hens, fir, 
A whore your heaith and pence, fir, ' 
Your daughter rob your'cheſt, fir, 
Your wite may ſteal your reſt, fr, 
A thief your goods and plate ; 
But this is all but picking, 
Wi'h reſt, peace, cheſt, and chiken : 
It never was decreed, fir, 
If lawyer's hand is fee'd, fir, * 
He ſteals your whole eſtate. 


The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way; 
they don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeftme. 


livelihood but themfelves. 
| x Enter POLLY; 
Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned; he brought in a 


damaſk window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a Pair of fil-- 
ver candleſticks, a periwig, and one filk ſtocking, from 


the fire that hñappened laſt night. 


Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his | 


way, and ſaves more goods out of the fire, than Ned. 


But now, Polly, to your affair ; for matters mult not 


be as they are. You arc 5 then it ſeems ⁊ 
2 
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Pol. Yes, hr. 2280 | "I 3s | { A 
{ Peach, And hom do you propoſe to Hive, child ? 
Pol, Like other women, fir; upon the induftiry of 
1 my huſband. | | 
Mrs Peach, What? is the weneh tarn'd fool? 2 
highwayman's wife, like a foldiers, has as little of his 
Pay, as his company. 5 
, Peach. And had not you the common views of & 
| gentlewotnan in your martiage , Polly 7 
Pol. 1 don't Know what you mean, fi. 
Peach, Of a jointute and of being a widow. 
Pol. But I love him, fir; how then could I have 
thoughts of parting with him? | 
1 Peach, Parting with him! why that is the whole 
1 ſcheme and intention of all marriage articles. The 
| comfortable eſtate of widowhood is the only hope that 
1 keeps up a wife's ſpirits. Where is the woman who 
'$ would ſcruple to be a wife if ſhe had it in her power 
1 to be a widow whenever ſhe pleaſed ? If you have any 
1 views of this ſort, Polly, I ſhall think the match not 
| ſo very unreaſonable. | 
Pol. How I dread to hear your advice! yet I muft 
beg you to explaih yourſelf. a 
- Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd 
— ſeſſions, and then at once you are made a rich 
; widow, R , | 
| Pol, What! murder the man I love! the blood 
runs cold at ny hears with the very thoughts of it! 
Pieacl, Fy, Polly! what hath murder to do in the 
affair ? Since the thing ſooner of later muſt happen, 
I dare ſay the Captain himſelf would like that we 


— — MM — 


7, huſband now you have nick'd the 
Vim 3 the only thing could 
er. 
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- - »* > Now pondes well, ye parents dear. |. 4 


gl. On ponder well !, be not ſevete.z., | 1,1 
80 fave a wretched wife; 8 
Fot en the rope bat hangs my dear, 


Dependz poor Polly's life. 


* W # 


Mer. Peach.” But your duty to your parents hufſy,, 


oblages you to hang him. What would many a wife 
give for Itch ai opportunity. / 
Polly What is à Joimure, what is a Widow hoo, to 
me ? I know my heart I cannot ſurvive him. 
Le bim rappelle aux army. 
The rnrfte thus with plaintive crying, 
Her lover dying. 
»C"The turiſe Thils with plaintive crying 
we Laments her dove : | 
Pon MC drops quite ſpent with fighting, 
Pait'd in death as pair'd in love. 


3 


Thus ſir. it will happen to your poor Polly. 


"Mrs. Peach, What! is the fool in love in earneſt 
then ? That rhee for being parjicular, Why wencli, 
thou art a ſhame to thy very ſex. | | 

"Polly. But heat me motber—if you ever lov'd 

| Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed Hay: books ſhe reads have 
been her ruin. One word more, hufly, and I ſhall 
Knock your brains out, it you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way. Pally, for fear of mit- 
chief, and conſider what is propoſed io you. 

Mrs, Peach, Away, hufly. Hang your huſband, an1 
be-dutifyl, [ Polly lifting. | The thing, huſband, mult 
and ſhall be done. For the ſake of intelligence we 
muſt take other meaſures, and Have him, peach'd the 
next ſeſſion without her conſent. If ſhe will nut 
kflow her duty, we know ours. | 
Paci. Bin really my dear it gtieves one's heart to 
take off a great man. When I conſider his perfopal 
bravery, his fine ſtratagem, how much we have already 
got hy Lin alt hM] much more we way get, methitks 
F cannot ftird it my haft o haveiHhand in his death ; 

ee | 
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I wiſh youcouldchave made Pally undertake it, 
Mrs. Peach. But in a caſe of neceſiiy ur vu lives 
are. in danger. 7 79250 Fe 
Peach. Then indeed. we muſt comply with the cuf- 
toms, of the world, and make gratitude give way to 
intereſt. —He ſhall be taken off, oof 
Mrs. Peach, I'll undertake to manage Polly. 
Peach. And I'll prepare matters for the Old Bailey. 
Exe unt Peachum and Mrs. Peachum. 
Polly, Now I'm a wretch indeed.—-Meihinks I ſes 
him already in the cart, ſweeter and mor lovely than 
the noſegay in his hand -I hear the crowd extolling 
his reſolution and intrepidity !-—Whatvollics of fighs 
are ſent from the windows of Holborn, that ſo comely 
a youth ſhould be brought to diſgrace! Al ſee him at 
the tree! the Whole cirele are in tcars Leven butchers 
weep ! Jack Ketch himſelf hefitates to per form bis 
W and would be glad to loſe his, fee, by a rent ĩcve 
at then will become of Polly ? — As yet I may in- 
form him of their de ſign, and aid him in his eſcape. 
It ſhall be ſo.— But then he flies, abſents himſelf, 
and I. bar myſelf from his dear, dear converſation! 
that too will diſt tract me . If he keeps out of he way; 
my papa and mamma may in time releni, and we may 
be happy—If he flays, be is hang'd, and they he 1s 
loſt for eyer He intended to he conceal'd in my 
room till the duſk of the evening. If they are abroad 
I'll this inſtant let him out, leſt ſome accident ſhould 
prevent him. - [Exit, and returns with Macheath, 
Prei Parrot ſay, SWW. 
Mac. Pretty. Polly, ſay, 
When TI'was away | L 
Did your faney never ſtray 
To ſome newer lover? 
- Pally, Without diſguiſe, 
_ Heaving fight, 
Dating eyes, | | * 5 
y conſtant heart diſcover, 
Fondly let me loll, 71 © wed] 


TAR BEBEARS DEA. & 
Mac. O pretty pretty Poll!? 
Polly. And are you as fond of me as ever, my dear ? 
Mao. Suſpet my honour, my courage, ſuſpect any 
thing but my love, May my piſtols miſs fire, and my 
mate flip ber ſhoulder while 1 am purſued, if Letet 
forſake thee ! . nen. 
Polly. "Nay, my dear! I have no reaſon to doubt you, 
for I find in the romance you lent me, none of the 
great heroes were ever falſe in love. 
. » '--Pray Jar one be lind. 
Mac. My heart was ſo free, 
It rov*d like the bee, 
Till Polly my paſſion requited ; 
I fipt each flow?r, 
I chang'd every hour, 
But hece-exr*ry flow'r is united. 
Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to tranſportation, Turg 
my dear, you could not leave me behind you—caild 
ou? . Fd ef? | | | e 
4 Mac. Is there any power, any force, that could tear 
me from thee'? you might ſooner tear a pentjon out 
of the hands of à courtier, a'fee from à lawyer, a 
pretty woman from a looking-glaſs, or- any woman 
from quadrille—Buttotear me from thee is impoſſibie 
2 Over the hills and far away. ' 
Mat. Were L laid on Greenland*s coaft, '' 
And in my arms embrace*d my leafs, '* N 
Warm amidſt cternal froſt, an 
Toa ſoon the half year's night would paſs, © '+ 
Holly. Were I fold on Tadian ſoil, 
Soon as the burning day was clded, 
I con!d mock the fury toi! 
When on my charmers Sreafi re pod. 
Mac. And 1 would love you alt day, 
Polly, Ewiry night would kM$ and play, 
Mac. It with me you” &fandYy fray 
Polly. Over the hills and far away. 
Polly. Yes, I wwould' go with'the,” Byt oh 
how thall I ipeak it? I multbetornFrom thee, We 
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muſt part. ge 1 
Mac. Ho-] part! ac eee 100 
Aale Ale nut, 5 
are ſet againſt thy life: they now, even now, are in 
ſearch after thee: they are preparingevidente againſt 
these: thy life depends upon à moment. 
„in thou wert my atm Ang. 
Poly. O hat pain it is to , . 
Can I leave-theoe;/ can 1-leave ches? 
X it ie to pari r 
Can thy Polly ever leave the? 
But left death my love ſhould aware; 
1 And bring thee too the fatal cart... 
Thus I tear thee from my — F- 
: (15 Fly hence, and let me leave the. 
One kiſs and then———one kiſs 
Farewell ! Mere” 
Mac. My hand; my heart; my Sy are ſo rivetted 
to tine, that 1 canndt looſe my hold. 
Polly. But my papa niay intercept thee, and men 1 


ſheuid-lofe: the verge glimmering of hope. A few 


weeks perhaps may reconcile us allo. erm thy Polly 
hear ſcom ther 
Mac. Muit I then go 
Poly And will not abſence change your love? 
Mac. If you doubt it; let me ſtay and be hang'd. 
+ Polly © how 1: tear! how I tremble !—Go—but 
when ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to 
ſee me again, for till then Polly is wretched. 
O the broom, Wc! 
b Parting, and looking back at each other wich fond- 
neſs, he at one door, ſhe at the other. 
| Mac. The miſer thus a ſhilling lees 
1-1 Whichrhhe's oblig'd to pay, | 
With ſighs reſigm it by degrees, ü 
In 1 fears it gone for aye. 
Toll. The boy” thus whey his bor wel 
+4 VI Ab ar 1 MHown; 9.561 
Tue bird in filence oyes, 


-Begone——— . 
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But ſoon as out of fight't is gone * 
Whines, whimpers, fobs, and cries. * 


Scz uz, 4 TAVERN NEAR NE WA. 
Jexxy TWIT CREA, War DREARY, Nanning 

Nz p, BZN Bube, and the reſt of the gang, at the 

table, with wine, brandy, and tobacco. 

Ben, But pr'ythee, Mat, what is become of thy 
brother Tom? J have not ſeen him fince my return 
from tranſportation- 

Mat. Poor brother Tom had aa accident this time 
twelvemonth, and foclever made à fellew he was that 
I could not ſave him from thoſe flaying rafcals the 
ſurgeons, and now, poor man, he is among the otarays 
at Surgeons' hall. | £ 

Ben, So it ſeems his time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent time is ours, and nobody alive 
hath more, Why are the laws levell'd at us? ate we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind? What we 
win, gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms and 
the right of conqueſt, 

Crook, Where all we find ſuch another ſetofprace 
tical philoſophers, who to a man are above the fear of 
death? 

Wat, Sound men and true? | 

Rob. Of tried courage and indefatigable induftyy ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his 
friend ? 10 | 

Har, Who is there here that would betray him for 
his intereſt ? | 

Mat. Shew me a gang of courtiers that could ſay 
as much, | 

Ben, We are for a juſt partition of the world, for 

man hath a vi hi to enjoy life. 
at. We retrench the ſuperilnities of mankind. 
The world is avaricious, and I hate avarice.. A cove- 
tous fellow, like a jackdaw, ſteals what he was never 
made to enjoy, for the fake of hiding it. Theſe are 


* —— — - — — 
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robbers of mankind; for money was made fer the | 


free-hearted and generqqus: and where is the injury 


of taking from dnother what he, lach not che heart io 
7 17% 7 1 *1 4} 4 | 


make uſe of. >" fv 

Jem. Out ſeveral' tations, for the day, are fixed. 
Gouod4utRattent bs all, Fill the glaſſes. 

„ 4 II Pill eo'ry glaſs, Sc. u J be 

5 aut. Fnev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpire us 
ae e i 6 

With courage, love, ang joy. Peu 
Women and wine ſhould life employ ;. 

Is there ought elſe on earth deſirous 


Corus. Fill ev'ry glals, &c. 


” Enter Macke. 

Mac: Gent emen, well met: my. heart hath been 
with'you this hour, but an unexpected affair hath de- 
tairied me. No ceremony I beg you. 40111 tl 


Mat. Ws were , juſt breaking up to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the bean of taking the air with you, 


fir, this evening upon the Heath ? I drink adram now 
and then with the ſtage-coachmen, in the way of 
fnendſhipmnd intelligence, and I know that about 
this/time chere will he paſſengers upon the weſtern 


toad who are worth ſpeaking with, | 
Mac. I was to have been of that party - bu. 


Mat. But what fir?  __ .. Thr 

Mac. Is there any man who e my courage ? 

Mat. We have all been wüneſſes of it. 

Mac. My honour and truth to the gang? 

Mat. I'll be anſwerable for it. 5 

Mac. In the diviſion of our booty have I ever ſhewn 
the leaſt marks of ayarice or injuſticeQ. 

Met. By theſe queſtions. ſomething ſeems to have 
—_— you. Are any of us ſuſpected? 1 

ae. I have a ted confidence) gentlemen in you 

all as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect 


you, ho gong is a man. that is uſeſul to us. 
ar. | | 

moot Him ihtbugh che head. 
rein f 


Ty 


+ he abgut jo thew us any foul play? ru 


a m as ®. * * * 


R 
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-- Mac. I beg you, genttemen, act with conduct aud 


diſcretion. ©A pilt6l is vour laſt refort, . 
Mae. He'krows nothing of this mecting. | 
Mac. Buſineſs cannot go on without hun: be is 
man who knows the world, and is a necellary agent to 
us. We have had a flight difference, and till it is ac- 
commodated I ſhall be obliged to Keep out of the way - 
Any. private diſpute of mine ſtall he of uo ill conſe- 
uence to my friends, You muſt continue to at un- 
+ his direction, for the moment we break. looſe from 


Him our gang is rained, 


of great convenience. 
Mac. Make him believe I have qed the gang, 
which I can never do but with liſe. At our private 
narters I wi continue to meet you. A week on 1 
Sill probably reconcile us. M. 


Mat. As a bawd to a whore, I WO he is to us 


Mat. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerved. 'Tisnow 


high time for us to repair to our feveral duties; fa 
till the evening, at our quarters in Moortields, we bid 
you farewel. , 


Mac. I hall with myſelf with you. Succeſs aitend 
vou. [Sits down melancholy at the table. 


March in Rinaldo with drums and trumpets. s. 
Mat. Let us take the toad. | oh 
Hark I hear the found of coaches, 
The hour of attack approaches, 
To your arms brave boys and load, 
See the ball I hold! : 
Let the chymiſts toil like aſſes, - 
Our fire their fire fans, 5 
And turns all our lead to gole. 
[Tu- gang ranged in the front of the (tage, load 
their piſtols and ſtick them under their girdles, 
then go off ſinginꝝ the firſt part in ehorus. 
Mac. What à 100 is a forid wehch ! Polly is moſt 
contoun- y bit. 1 love the ſex, And a m πν],ḧ⁰ loves 
mot y might as Well be contented with one guinea, as 
I wich one woman. The town perhaps hath been as 
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"oy like — | * 
tor die t 9 11 2 
z parier — tor all ed e-ladies, according le 


Rions ? 
raw. 1 exped him bak & minute; but you 
know Sire you {ent him ns — Hoskhin-the- 


Hole for three of the ladies, (mow in Vinegar-yard, 
and for the reſt of them {6 abouthewkners- 
lane, Sure, ſame .of them are. oor 4 hear the 


bar bell. As ey come 1 will men un- Coming 


comin I; lp ey mY 2 
IXEN, 


Enter Mrs. C Conma Bos 1 
uur 
45 
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I'm -yeur's; I aways low'd 5 woman of wit ans pri: 
they make charming miſtreſſes, ve. 
Betty Dowy't come hither, —— drink as hard 
a3 ever? yow had better ſtick 40 wholeſome bee: 
tor in rroth, ſtromg waters wrbl in dime ruin your 
confitution'; you ſhouid leave thoſe to your betie rs. 
nn, and my preuy Jenny Diver do as prion 
«nd demure as ever ! there is nat any prude, — 
— — hath a more fanctified look with « 


more miſ — — — 
reſs..-But ſee! here's Sukey 5 
gets 

muſt keep at leaſt a dozen tally man 
Play che French tune that Mrs. Slammekin was ſo 


pocrite Mm. Slamnekint as carclefs and gemeel 
as 2 * all m_—_ fine ladies who know your own beauty 
to to conrag what I was ſaying Ir thing 
one way lays out upon her 1 
[She ki — — 1 — ſeat — * 
think you of a ; 

Enter HA — — 
tond of.” A dance bear the end ot this N 
A, Cotillon, ; 


* is then our duty, i 
She alone who that employs, - | 
Well deferves ene 
Let's be 
: While 

| re * 2 Nour defpiv'd in decay. 

FRG — ſeaſon, &c. 

SY Lew drink ond ſpont today, 


2 — * — 


IR =p 
Lite never knows recom ſpring. | # #8 
Yn: er FR Wag 5 

0 "FL Ny i 4 *. 87 


2 


— 


— — — 


26 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 
fc 


ac, Now" pray, ladiés. take your places, Here 
low [Pays the harper. ] Bid the drawer bring us 
more wine. [Exit harper. If any of the ladies chuſe 
gin, I hope _ will be ſo tree as to call for it. 
f Jen. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
1 enough for me, Indeed, ſir, I never Urink ſtrong 
ST. - waters but when have the cholic,., 
1 Mac, Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies. Why, 
'| a lady of quality is never without rhe cholic. I hope 
| Mrs. Coaxker, you have bad good ſucceſs of late in 
F your viſits among the mercers. 2 ' 
Coax, We have ſv many. enterlopers ; yet with 
1 induttry one may till have a little picking; Icar- 
14 a ried a ſilver- flowered luteſtring and a piece of black 
1 padęſoy to Mr. Peachum's lock but laſt week. 
ft Pix, There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a rat- ( 
tle, ſnake ; ſhe riveted a linen-draper's eye fo faſt \ 
| upon her, that he wes nick of three pieces of cam- 
| " bric before he could look off, 4 | p 


; 0 

. Braz. Oh, dear Madam — But ſure nothing can 
„ come up to your handling of laces; and then you r 
. have ſuch a ſweet deluding tongue; to cheat a man t 
 , nothing; but. the woman mult have fine parts, in- ! 
ih eed that cheats a woman, "4 p 


Vix, Lace, Madam. lies in a ſmall compaſs, and 
is ot eaſy conveyance. But you are apt, Madam, 
10 Mink too well of your friends. 1 
N „ax. If any woman hath more art then another, ( 
| to, be ſure it is to Jenny Diver: though her fellow be 
| never ſo agreeab e, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly f 
| as. if. money were her only pleaſure, Now that is a 0 
| commaad. of the paſſions uncommon, in a woman. 


Dy. — 
* 
2 


Jen. | neyet go to the tavern with a man but in the . 
view of buſineſs. I have other hours, and other fort of ' 
men for my pleaſure: but had T your addreſs, ladam. 

N Mac. Have done with your compliments, ladies, and 
1 A rxink about. You are not ſo fond of me, Jenny, as 
f ou uſed to be. e ee HETLION 


7 


Jen. Tis not conycnient, Sir, to ſhew my fondneſs  * 


þ ; | L | 
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zmopg ſo many rivals. 'Tis your own choice, ant not 
tit warmth ot my inclination that will determine you, 
Alu a u morning. | 
; Before ihe, barn-dgor crow ng, * 
© The cock by hens attended, 

His eyes around-him-throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended ; 
Ihen one he ſingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy hen þ 

With how do you do, and how do you do, 

And how do you do agen? ; 
Mac, Ah Jenny ! chou att a dear flut ! 
Trulli. Pray, Madam were you ever in keeping ? ' 
Tawd, I hope, Madam; I ha'u'c been.fo long upon 
the Town but I have met with ſome. good fortune as 
well as my neighbours. . 
Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I mcant no harm by the 
queſtion ; *twas only in the way of converſation. 
aud. Indees, Madam, if I bad not heen a fool, 1 
might have lived very handſomely with my la ſtriend, 
but upon his miſſing five guinecas he turned me off, 
Now I never ſuſpected he bad counted them. 
Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt 
ſort of keepers ? | 1 
Trull. That Mia dam, is thereafter as they be. 
Stam. 1, Madam was once kept by a Jew, and bating 
their religion, to women they ate a good ſort of people. 
Tawd. Now for my part, Lown I like an old fellow, 
or we always make chem pay tor what they cannot 
5 | i | 


Vir. A ſproce*prentice, let mo tell you, ladies is no 
thing; they bleed freely, I have ſent at leaſt twoor 
three dozen of them in my time to the plantations. 

Jen; But 19 be ſure, fir, with ſo much good fortune 
35. y Au have had upon the road, you muſt have grown 
immenſely rich, Sar © 

Mac. The road indeed hath done me juſtice, but 
the gaming table has been my ruin, 

j Ds 
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«pode {I begameſters and lawyers are jugglers a OE 

(Ifithiey meddle your all is in danger; 
ilkikegipbes, if once they can finger a Toile, © x 2 

Vour pocket they pick, aud they pilfer your belt ; 
And give your cſlaje to a ſtranger. 
A,wap of cdurage ſhould never put any thing to the 
riſk but his lifc. Theſe are the tools of a man of 
honaprs cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats 
who, prey upon their friends. 
{She takes up his piſtol, Tawdry takes up the other. ] 

Tawd. This, ſir is fitter for your hand. Beſides — 
loſs of money, tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming tak 
pony from women. How fond could I be you! 

before wy 1 ill bred. 
Mac. Wanton N 
ou. JI muſt and will have a kiſs 40 give 97 Wine a 
Zeit, 
[They cake bim about the beck, and make s to 
Peachum and Conſtables, who ruſh in upon him.] 
' Peach... I ſeize you ſit as my priſoner. 

Mac, Was this well dane, Jenny ?—Women ats de- 
coyducks ; who carl truit them ? bealts, Aeg jilts, 
ha ies, fucies, Whores. 

each, Vour caſe, Mr, Macheath, is not particular, 
The grentoſt heroes have been ruined; by women, But 


to do them Der [ mul ona they are 3 * ſort of 


oreacures, i them. You anult now, fir, 
take your leave © oY 25 esz and if 905 Ts en 
to make you A rl they wa 1 be 1 70 f — 
is gentlemap, ladies, 1 Maget, in Nes 

N 3 4 the Ca aptain 1 ee 
N eige to my 16. 

a a debe . Tuffes with arte. 

5 ure f ſhall ſuffer ze With pleaſure, 10 
ee * 


hall Rad no ſuch Eugies ar theſe we Sante 
Peack, Ladies, 11 abo fee E TEC un ch ard be 
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diſcharged.” [Exit Mayheath Zusfded. 
Pix. Look ye, MR. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum 
may have.wadie a private bargin Wich you and Sukey 


Landry, for bertaying the Captain. as we were all 


aſſiſliug, we ovgh all to ſhare alike. 


Coax, Lihjnk, Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an ac- 
quaintance, might have truſted me us well as Jenny 
EEE oe „ I 

Slam I am ſhure at leaſt three men of his hanging, 


and in a, year's time too. (if he did me juſtice)ſhould 


be ſet down;to.my account, 5 
Trull, Mis, Slammekin, that is not fair, ſor you 
know ene of; them was taken in bed with me. © 
fer. As fir as a bowl of punch ora ireat, I believe 
Mrs. Sukey will join with me: as for-any thing elte, 
ladies, you cannot in conſcience expect it. 
Slam. Dear Midam-—— * obs 2 | 
. Trull. 1 would not for the world 
Slam. Tis iinpoſhble for me 
Trull. As Yhope to be ſaved, Madam—— 
Slam. Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all night 
1, Since you command me. Exit Wich ceremony. 


* 


SCENCE, NRWS ATE. 1 
-EnterLoe ur Turnkeys, Macit ata,andConftables, 


1 N&bfe Captain! you are eteome ; you have 


not been à follger of mine this v und half, You 
know the cuſtom, ſir; garnith, Captain, garnifh, Hand 


me down thofe fetterz here? 


Mac. Thoſe, Mr. Lockſt, Yeetn'to be the heavieſt of 


the” whole fet, With yur! leave I mould likentbe 
further pair better... 10 a defy, 

Loc, Look ye, Captain, WeRnow what 13 fitteſt for 
our ptiſoners. When a ge eman uſes me with civi- 
lity, I always do the beſf 1: 8 pl Te him;-Hand 
them down, I ſay. We have them gf alFprices, ftom 


one guinea to ten, and tis ficejng every gentleman 
11807 ii CG! e , 
TIS 


ſhould pleaſe himfelf. I 


— — — —— 
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Mac unde rſtand yu, fir. _ money.] The fees ( 
here are ſo many and ſo exorbitant; that few fortune: | 
can bear the expente of getting off handſomely, or of 
dying like a' gentleman. $f 
Lock. Thoſe I fee will fit the Captain better Take 
down the farther pair, Do but examine them, fir. — 
Never was better work how genteelly they are made 
— They will fit as eaſy as a glove, and theniceſtman in 
England might not be aſhamed to wear them. ¶ He puts 
them on.] If Thad the beft gentleman in the land in 
my euſtody I could not equip him more handſomely, 
And ſo fir--I now leave you to your private medi- 
Gtions, [Exeunt Lockir, Turnkeys, and Conſtables. 
4 -  Courtrers, courtiers think it no harm. 
Mac. Mam may eſcape from rope and Gun, 
0 — & ſome have outlived the doctor's pill; 
Who takes a woman mult be undone, 
That bahhfk is ſure to K ill. 7, 
The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, woman, 
He that taſtes woman; ruin meets, 
To what a woeful plight have I brought myſelf! Here 
muſt I (all day long till I am hanged) be confined to 
hear the reproaches of à vench who lays her tuin at my 
door. I am in the euftody of het father and to be fure 
if he knows of the matter I ſhall have à fine time on't 
betwixt this and my execution. But Tpromiſed the 
 wench marriage What ſiguiſies a piomiſe to a wo- 
man ? does not man in marriage iiſelf promiſe à hun- 
Ared things that he never mrans to per ſotm t Do ali we 
can, women wel r usz for 4 a pro- 
wiſe, as un exttife fyr fpllov ing their own inelinations 
hut here comet Lucy, and I eavnot get from her 
Derne 


94 ©! 2. L901! 8 099 — — 9 314 2 - . : 

_ Tuey, You baſe man you | how can\ybu-look me in: 

the face After hut Hath+ paſt between us / See here 

ee o.. ans forced: t6 bear about tho 
oad of in amy you kavelaid open me. -- Ob Machcath 


r 


(hou haſt — me ot my Quicy to ſet and 
ln me plcaſure. ad 
A eber lags t frar: came. .. e Th: 
Thus when a good houſwate ſees a at Wr 
n her trap in ibe morning taken, 2 
Wuh pleaſure her heart goes Pia pat 


In revenge for the loſs of bacon; -  , 144 4 
Thea the throws him ol T 
To the dog or cat TP. 


To be worried, chruſh'd, and ſhaken. | 

Mac. Have you no bowe!s, no tenderneſs, my. dear 
Lucy! to ſee à huſband iv thele circumitances ? 

Luv, A hutband! 

Mac, In every reſpe& but the, form, and that, my 
dear may be faid over us at any time. Friends 
thould not inſiſt upon cetemonies. From a man of 
honour his word is as good as his bond, a 

Lu;y, Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſul 
the women you have ruined, * 

.. *'T was when the ſeq αναẽj,vorring. 
How/eruel ave: theta lors 


| Wha lic and ſwear in jeſt, + off 
Jo dheat unguarged;cre@ures 
Ok virtue, fame, and reſt 7. * 
MWMboevec ſteals a (hilling,.-. " 
Thro' ſhame the guilt congealss 3 .,- 1 
In love the perzur'd, villain 1 


Wich boaſts the theft reveals. 
Mac. The very tilt opportunity my dear! (have dut 
— you 7 all be my, wite in whatever manner 
ou pleaſe. 
# Lucy. lobnuatiug monkter } and ſoyou tbink 1 know 
nothing of Ihe affair of Miſs Folly, Peachum ? 
I could tear thy eyes out. 
Mac. Sure Lucy, you cannot be ſuch a fool as to be 
jealaus of Polly. 
I. Arte you uot married, 10 heryoubralagen ? 
Mac. Married, — .the wench gives n; ut 
only to vx Thee, and ruin me in d good opinion 


—— —— —— — . — 
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Tis true! go to the houſe, I chat with the girl, I kiſs 
her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as all gentlemen 
do that mean nothing,) to divert myſelf; and now the 
filly jade hath ſet it about that T am married o her, 
ta let me know- what ſhe would be at. - Indeed my 


gear Lucy, thefe violent paſſions my be of in conſe- 


quenec to a woman in your condition, + 
Lucy.: Come, come, Captain, for all yourallzrance; 
—— — that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your 
power 40 do me the juſtice you promiſed, ne 
Mac. A jealous woman believes every thing her. paſ- 
Gon ſuggeſts, Io convince you of my ſincerity, if 


we can find the Ordinary I ſhall have no ſcruples of 


mak iug you my wife; and I know the conſequence of 
ing oo at a time. 
c. That you are only to be hanged and lo get 
rid. ot, i hem beth. 


Mac. I am ready, my dear Lucy! to give you Tavis. * 


faction——it you think there is any jo marriage. 


\ 


What can a man ot honour ſay more 
— 9 So chen it ſcems you are noi married to Miſs 
ly 
Mac. You know Lucy, che girl is s prodig iouhy con- 
ceited: no man can ſay a civil thing to hat = (like 
other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's 
her own far ever and ever. 
T he fun had logſed his weary teams, 
The fic time at the e 
The mother ſeis ber daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs 
With ſeli-love ever after: 1 5 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe, fonder proven, 
Thinks ev*ry. charm grows ſtronger, - - 
Bub alas, vain maid! all eyes but. your ern 
ſee you are not younger. 
When women confider their own beauties, ey Ire 
_all alike unreaſopable in their demands, for they ex- 
pe their lovers ſhould like them as long as uhey Uke 


themſelves, 


4 2 


TLoct. Sued language, brother, any where elſe mi; 
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Lucy. Yonder is tk R 1 Wa 
may light upon the inary, who ſhall try if you 
wer is, be as — as y our mee 46 ty x: 1 long to be made 
an honeſt woman. [Expunt. 
Enter PEACHUM andLockyT, with an account hook.) 

Loc. In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we are 
agreed. You have couſented to go halves in Machcath. 

Peach , We ſhall never fall out about an execution, 
But as to: that article, pray how ſtands our laſt year's 
account? ' 

Loc, If you will run your eye over it, you'll fred 
ds fait and clearly ſtared, 

© Peack, This long arrear of the government is very 
hard upott us. Can it be expected that we ſhould han 
our acqualmance for nothing, when our bettets wi 
hardly ſave theirs without being paid for it. Unleſs 
people in employment pay better, I promiſe them for 
the future I ſhall let other rogues live beſides theirown 

Lock, Perhaps, brother, they ate afraid theſe mit- 
ters muy be carried too far. fe are treated too d 


them with contempt, as if our proſeſion were not 


re putable. 


Peach, In one reſpea indeed our employment m 
be reckoned lden, becauſe like * Ee 
we encoufagethofe w ho betray their friends. 


turn to your 255 Jjudice. Learn te be. more guarde 


I beg you, 
| How kinppy are we, Bc 1 
When you cenſure the „ ee 
Be cautious and | 
Leſt the courtiers 1 ſhould bez 
If you mention vice cr i. | * 
"Tis ſo pat to all the tribe 4 
Each crirs . — That waz level Jagt 
Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, 
e in NEV (a there war à little unfair 
ectling in Net's caſe, for he tbld me 28 
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1 hole, that, for value receiyed, you 1 promiſed 
him a ſeſſion or two longer without moleſſaiyon, 

Tock.” Mt. Peachtim—this is the firſt time my ho- 
noir was ever callgd in queſtion, 


P»ach Buſineſs i is at an | endif once we 20 diſbo- 


; Dourab! *. 
Lock. Who accuſes me ? 


= tain I 
- Prack. You are warm, brother. 1 


* Z6ck, He that attacks my honour, attacks. my live- 
i 


hood—And this ufuage—Sir—is not to be borne. 


Peach, Since you 8 me to ſpeak—1I muſt te li 


you too, that Mrs. 
ing her of her information-money for the apprehend- 
ing of Curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, 
muſt punctually pay our ſpies, or we ſhall, have no 
information, 
Lock. Tsthis language to me, ſirrah w ho have ſav'd 
from the gallows, firrah ! * [Colaring each other. 
Prack. If I am hanged, it. ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an ercrantraſcal. 
- Lock, This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you— you dog! 
Peach. Brother, brother—we are both in the wrong 
we malt be boch loſers in the diſpute for you Know 
we, bave it in our power, o hang each, other. You 
ſhou}d not be ſo paſſionate, | 


Tor. Nor you ſo provoking. | 

Peach, Tis our mutual intereſt, tis for the intereſt 
of the world, we ſhouſd agree. I I ſaid any thing, 
— to the prejudice of your character, I aſk 
pardon, 

Loc. Brother Peachum I can forgive as well as 
reſent—Give me your hand: ſuſpicion does not be- 
.come a friend. 

Peach.” I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify 
yourſelf.. But I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the 
gentleman'about this ſnuff-box that Filch niumed wo 
nights' ago in 1 Park. I appointed him at 1 

it. 


oaxer charges you with defraud- 


4 
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| Loc. Whenee come. you, hully? ? 
Lucy. My tears might anſwer that queſtion, 

Loc. You have then been whimpering and fondling 
like a ſpaniel over the fellow that Kath abuſed yon. 

Lucy.One can't help love, one can't cure it., 'Tis 
not in my power to obey you and, hate him. | 

Loc. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a tea- 
ſonable woman : 'tis not the faſhion nov -· a · days ſo much 
as to affett ſorrow upon theſe occaſions. No woman 
would ever marry if ſhe had not the change of morts- 
Iny fot a releaſe. Act like a woman of ſpirit, hufly, 


and thank your father for what he mis doing. 


Ma noble race was Shenkin, , ,, © 
Tu. Is then bis fate decreed, Sit? 
Such a man can I think of quitting ? 

| When firſt we met ſo moves me yet, 
„Ohl ſee how my heart is ſplitting. 

Lac, Look ye, Lucy—there is no ſaving him ſo 
I*think you muſt e&'n do like other widows—b 
yourſeli weeds, ard be cheerful. 5 

YN You'll think ere many days enſue 

This ſentence not ſevere ; \ 
T bang your, huſband, child "tis true, 
Bat with him hang your care, 
Trang dang dillo dee. 
Like a good wife go moan over your dying huſband : 
thai, child, is your duty--GConfider, girl, you can't kwe 
the'nian and (he money foo ſo make y urſell as eaſy 
as You can by getting ul you can from him. TExit. 

. F )yter MACHEATH. 

Lug. Though che Ordinary was out of the way 
to-day,” I hope, wy dear! you wil! upon the firſt op- 
e quiet my ſervples Oh, ft !J-—my tath-r's 

"ard heart is not ig be fotiened, aud am in the utmoſt 


1 er Caf To 
Lac. But if I cguld raiſe s ſmall fun—would not 


twenty r think rde hin! Of all the ar- 
| of - bulirefs,* the perquiſite is the 


giinens in the way 


* — 2 — 


* 
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moſt prevailing-—-Your facher*s perquiſites for the 


2 of priſoners muſt amonut to a ble fum ' 
77 Ag. vell timed and n rs | 


Will 06 an 


If you at an We ſolicit your "yy | * 888 
nd would ich have matters oe lected, 

ou m uickent e clerk w he erquifite too, 

0 do what his 44 directed = _ * a 
r would you the Towns al y prevent, ; 

.. whe 180 has if 1 7 e failing, Ps, * 
Abe perquilite ſoftens her imd conſent; _ 
5 + realon With all is prevailin * fee l 


oy What love or money can &, Hall be done 1 
for all my comfort depends upon your ſafety. 
WP Enter Pot Tx. 
Pol. Where is my dear huſband — 2 a rope 
- over 7 ded boy, (hs neck - Oh let me threw my © ” 
2s. it and throttle thee with love. Whhy 
oft LB turn away from me ?——'ris thy, Foy is 
* wife. 
* Mac. Was ever ſuch an unforunate raſcal as 1 am 
| Lucy. Was there eye; ſuch another villain! 
Pol, Oh, Macheath | was it for this we parted ? 
Taken! impriſoned ! ! tried! hanged !——Cruel reflec- 
tion I'll ſtey with thee till death no force ſhall 
tear thy dear wife from thee now. - What meahs 
Thi 3 one kind word ! not one Kind loo 
hink what thy Polly ſiiffers to ſee thee in this con. n 


dition. 


Alto in the downs, &c. 
Thus when the ſwallow, ſeeking prey, 
Within the _ is cloſely pent, 
$ gopſert with bemoaning PD 
7 out fits pining for th* vent; 
Her chatting lovers all around per kim; 
She heed them not (poor bird !] beg ſouls with him. 


a, Mac. 4 muſt diſowa bet. [Allge,] The wench is 


18/5 3Z It 


[ 


. 


the 
fum 
tied 


* 


7 


oa. 
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Lucy. Ara 1 wen . eker in Lictue? can I — 
reparation te wen were born "lie, and woman to de- 
lieve chem! villain! vilaio! 

Pol. Am I not thy wife ? Thy te hes leck of me, ty 
aver ſion tame, too 7 baer if F ook on me. Tell 
me, am I not thy wife 

Lucy. Perfidious.wretc 3 
' Pol, Barbarous hiitban, 

72 Hadſt thou been ges five opc ago, 1 had 
been happy. 

Pol, ASAT 00. lf y you had been k ind to ute ngen 
it would not 3; the vexc me, and that's no very untesfona- 
ble requelt(ihough from a wile) to a man who Hath not 
— or eight days to live. 

Lu. Art chau then married to another ? haſt thou two 


H. 2 Ti: 


V +» wh — 


wives, monſter 7 tis ct 
Mac. It. womeny' tongues can ceaſe for an anſ wer heat 
me. 8 1 Ty _—_ 92 0 * 


Lug. ILVon't— Fleſh and blbod cannot bear my wage, 
Pol. ah lot claim my own ?—Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 
Tave you heard of a froli ion ui t. 
Mac. How happy c-uld 1 be with either, 
Were torher dear charmer away 4 
Bit while, vu thus teize me together, 
.,To,peither a word will I ſay, * 
Bux tal de rol, &c. * ; 
60. Sure, my: dear | there ought to be tome preference 
aer to Fife; at can ſhe may claim the ape rance of 
He wyfl be 4 1 d with his on Lars in vr he 
ſa not ule me thus. 
Lucy. Oh, villaja ! villain! thou haſt deecived me; — 
I cauld eycn jot Mt again! 97 75 ith pleaſure N of a 
prude wiſhes mr 0 artity to have fads againſt her inti- 
mate acquaintance, tha l Wi to have facts tint thee, 
I would bave her ſatiskaction, 11 they tioul all out. 


Iri Tr 
Pom bat bled, 2 0 ; 
i Ain | 
EIT O\' tow t am 7 64 e 


1 


— 
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ug, Bamboo led and bit! 


Bol. My diſtreſſes are doubled. 
Lucy, When you come to the tree ſhould the hang. 
_ : manrefuſe, | 


Theſe fingers with pleaſure ſhould faſten the nooſe. 
Pol. I'm bubbled, &c. Mate ligw 

Mac, Be pacified, my dear Lucy—this is all a fetch of 
Polly“ to make me deſperate with you in caſe I get off, 
If I am hanged, ſhe would fain have the credit of being 
thought my widow— Really, Polly, this is no time-for a 
daſpute of this ſort, for whenever you are talking of mar. 
riage, I am thinking of hanging, Ic tool $1 
Pal. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in diſownipgme? 
Mac. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in perſuading m- 
that I am married? Why, Polly, doft thou ſeek to aggra- 
vate my misfortunes? % e y 

Lucy. Really, Mifs Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf; y. 
beſigcs! tis barbarous in you to worry a gentleman in his 
circumſtances. | |; =: 12 


|.» - Pol, Ceaſe your funning, | fe 

Force or cunni | : 
Never fla}l my heart trepan : | on 
All theſe (allies - _ | th 
Are but malice _ * et 


To ſeduce my conſtant man. 

Tis moſt certain 

By their flirtingg 

Women oft” have envy ſhown, 

Pleas'd to ruin 

Others wong. 
Never happy in their own ! 


Decenc „Madam, methinks might teach you to behave 


yourfelf with ſome reſerve with the huſband while his Þ @, 
wife is preſent. At at Tort ew 144th | 
Mac. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a 
lietle too fa. en en ee 
Luqy. If you are determined. Madam, to raiſe a dilturb- 
ance in the priſon, I wall be obliged to ſend for the 
Turnkey to ſhew you the deer, Iam , „you 


2 


force me to be fo ill bred, 


* 


. 
4 
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pol. Give me ſeùve to telt you; Madam, theſe forward 
airs don't become you in the leatty Madam; and my duty 
Midam, obliges me to ſtay with my husband, Madam, 
r 1 rc 
Lucy, Why, how now Madam Flirt ? 
ſe, If you thus "muſt chatteerrr 
| And are for flinging dirt, 
ch iff, Let's try whobett can ſpatter, 


t off, Madam Flirt! | 
being Pol. Why, how now, ſaucy jade? 

for a Sure the wench is tipſy! | q 
mar. How can you ſee me made {To him, 


The ſcoff of ſuch a gipſey ? | 
me; Saucy jade! to her. 
Enter PEACHUM, 1 


88'3- Peach. Where's my wench ! Ah huſſy, huſſy! - Come 
vou home you ſlut; and, When your fellow is hanged, hang 
felt. yourſelf” to make your family ſome amends. 
4 bis Pol. Dear, dear, Father! do not tear me from him--TI 
' muſt ſpeak; I have more to ſay to him Oh, twiſt thy 
fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee! 
Peach. Sure all women are alike! if ever they commir 
one folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing 
themſelves Away not a word more —you are my priſon- 


er pow hufſſy. : 
Irih how!l; 
Pol. No pow'r on earth can e'r divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true-love's knot they faſtet bind. 
Oh, oh roy, oh Amborah—Oh, ob, &.. 
: [Exeunt Peachum, and Polly, 
dave © Mar, Lam naturally compaſſionate, -+wife,” ſo that I 
his ¶ contd not uſe the wench asfhe deſerved, which made you 
at firſt. ſuſpe& there was ſomething in what ſhe ſuid. 

239. ed my dear I was ſtfangely pu2zled. 

Mac, If that had been the caſe her father would never 
irb- have ot me intd this circumhagce No Lacy 
the T bad in ie cha be falfe to there. T 
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«Lucy, How happy am I, if you ſay this from your 
heart ] for I love thee ſo that I could ſooner bear go Lee! thee 
hanged than in the arma of angther. 

Mac. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hanged ? 

„Hg. Ob Macheath I can kever live to ſee that TM 

Mac. You ſee, Lucy, in the account of Jave;you arc in 
3 debt; aud you muſt vo be convinced that 1 rache, 

ciniſe to die than ty be another's Make me if poiliblelove 

thee more, and let me owe my lite to thec -I you re- 
Suſe ti uſſiit me, Pe achum and your gather will immedi- 
ately put me beyond all means of efcape. 
„ug. My father, I know, hath been drink ing hard with 
the priloners, and 1 tancy he is now taking his.nap in his 
vn room — Ii I can procure the keys, ſhall 1 go off 
withirhce.. my dear ? 

Mac. It we are together 'twill be impaſſihle i to lie cou- 
cealt d. As . en as the ſcarch begins to be a little cool, I 
Will ſend to thee— till then my hear is thy priſoner, 

Lucy. Come then, my c ear huſband owe thy 


lite to me—and ,thuugh;you,love me not —be ul, 


. 


But that Polly runs in mn my head ſtrangely. 
Mac. u moment ot time may make us unhappy for ever. 
The laſsof Paitac*'s mill. 
"Lucy. 1 like the fox ſhall grierte 
Whole mate hath left her-fide. 2 
Whom hounds from morn to eve | 


-/7 - Chaſe ober the country wide. | ** 


Where can my lover hide d 
Where cheat the wary pack? F 


I love be not his guide 


He never will, come back. 1 L 


1: 09 | ; 
"Scans, 11 Lockir, Lucy. 
„Lol. To be ſure, wench, you mult have been aiding 


and abett ing. to bel 1 im tothis eſcape... 


Lug Sir, here ha Ferne and his daughter P. Pol- 
ly, and 18 be ſure they Know the way l Newgate, as 
well as if they had been horn and bred in the place al! 
their lives, Why mutt alf your ſuſpicion light upon me ? 
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Lock. Lucy, Iwill have none of theſe ſhuffling anſwers, 
Lucy Well then———if I know any thing of him, 

with T way be burnt {! iht — 4 
Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce 

you guilty. An | 

Lucy Keep your's fir-——1 do wiſh I may be burnt, I do 
andwhat can I ſay more to convince you? Y 

Lock. Did he tip handſomely ?——bhow much did 
he come down with? Come, huffy, don't cheat your fa- 
ther, and I thall not be angry with you Perhaps 
you made a better bargain with bim than I could have 
done How much, my good girl ? | 
Lu You know, fir, I am fond of him, and would have 
given money to have kept him with me. 

Lock. Ah, Lucy! thy education might have put thee 
more upon thy guard, for a girl in the bar oi an alehouſe 
1s always beſieged. 

Lu/y Dear fir! mention not my education—for 'twas 

to that I owe my ruin. 

If love's a ſweet prfſton, &c. 

When young at the bar you firlt taught we to [core, 
And bid me be free of my lips and no more, 

I was kis'd by the parſon, the ſquire, and the fot ; 

When the gueſt was departed the kiſs was forgot: 

But his kiſs was ſo ſweet, and fo cloſely he preft, 

That I languith'd and pin'd till I granted the reſt, 

It 8 can forgive me tir, Iwill make a fair confeſſion for 

to be ſhure he hath been a moſt barbarous villain to me. 

Lock, And ſo you have let him cſcape huſſy have you? 

Lucy When a women loves a Kind look, a tender word, 
canperſuade her toany thing and I could aſk no otherbribe, 

Lock. Thou wilt always be @ vulgar flut. Lucy, —if 
you-woulduart be looked upon as a tool, you thoutd never 
do any thing but upon the tooting of ;nterelt ; thoſe that 
act otherwiſe are their own bubbles. 

Lury But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happen to 
the mott diſcreet woman, and in love we are all fools alike. 
Notwithſtanding all ke twore, I am now fully convinced 
that Polly Peachum is actually his wife=--D1d 1 let him 
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eſcape (fool that I,was1) to go to hex ?—Polly wil! whee 
dle herſeif into his money, and then Peachum will hang 
him and cheat us both. | 

Lo k, So l am to be ruined, - becauſe forſooth you mull 
be in,jove l-—A, very pretty excuſe. | | 

Luc I could murder that impudent, happy ſtrumpe: 

Il gave bim his life, and that creature enjoy the IN 


2 — co. 


4 
; 
6 
| 
t 


- 
1 
i 
0 
o 
« 


{weeds of. 1. Ungrateful Macheath,  - h 
g South Sea ballad. 4 12 
My love is al! madneſs and folly ; p 
Hi 2157; Alove I lye, 

Toſ tumble, and cry, t] 

'f What a happy creature is Polly; 
541 Was e'er ſuch a wretch as I ? V 
With rage Iredden like ſcarlet, 1 
That wy dear inconſtant varlet, 1 


Stark blind to my charms 
1s joſt inthe arms 


Of that jilt that inveigling harlot, 
Stark blind to my charms t 
Is loft in the arms | Bi 
Of hu gilt, chat invergiing harlot f 


This, this my reſentment alarms, | 
Lock And ſo after all this miſechiet, I muſt ſtay here to 
be entertained with your c:terwan) ing Miſtreſs Puſs! Out 
of my ſighi, wanton firumpet } you ſhall taft and mortity 
yourſelf into reaſon, with now and then a littie handſome 
diſcipline to bring you to your ſenſes. Go. [Exit Lut y. 
Peayhum then intends to outwit me inthes attur., but I'li 
be even wich him—The dog is leaky in his liq-or, to Yi 
ply him ibat way, get the ſecret from him, and turn this 
affair tio my own-advantage,— Peachun 15 nry-companton, 
my t:iend —According io the cuſtom ot ihe world, wdeed 
he may quote: hquſands of precedents for cheating me — 
and mall not I make uſe of the privilege of tritndſhip to 
make him a return? N 20 0118 S 
14 tab os 254 1c: Pe beng ton f Pound, tt. 
Thus -gametters united in friendſhip are found, 
Tho? they know that their induttry ell ina cheat; 
They flock to chein prey at the dice-box's ſound, 
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Aud join to promote one another >decett : 

But it by miſhap 

They fail of a chap, 

Fo keep in their hands they each other entrap; 

Like pikes lank with hunger who miſs of their ends, 

They, bite their companions and prey on their friends. 
Now, Peachum, you and 1 like honeſt rradesmen, are to 
have a fair trial which of us two can over-reach the 
other —Lucy, | Enter Lucy. ] are there any of Peachum's 
people now in the houſe r 

Lucy Filch fir is drinking a quarten of ſtrong waters in 
the next room with black Moll. 

Lock. Bu him come to me. [Ex it Lucy. Enter Filch] 
Why, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert halt arved like 
+ ſhotten herring. But boy canſt thou teil me where thy 
malter is to he found ? 

[11-h At his lock, fir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lock. Very well- J have nothing more with you, 
Exit Filch] PII go to him there, for I have many impor- 
rant afluirs to fertile with him, and in the way of thoſe tran- 
factions 111 artfijlly get into his ſecret—ſo that Macheath 
mall not remain a day longer out of my cluiches. Exit. 

SCENF. A GAMING-HOUSE, 
ACHEAUu, BEN BU Dek Mar of the MrNT, 

Muc. I am forry, gentlemen, the road was ſo barren 
of money. When my friends are in difliculties I am al- 
ways glad that my fortune can be ſerviceable to them. 
[yives money | You ſce, gentlemen, I am not à mere court 
iriend, who profelſes every thing and will do nothing. 

Lzltbulere. 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown, 

Thai a rrneviriend can hardly be met; 

Friendſhip for intereft is but a loan, 

Which they let out for what they can get : 

*Tas true you find 

Some friend ſo kind 

Who will give you good en demlelves todeſend, 

In ſorrowtut diity 

They, promiſe,” they pity, ' 

But ſhift you for money from friend nl 
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Bat we, gentlemen,” have ftill honour-enough to break 


the corruption of the world and, while I can ſerve 
you, you may command me. 
Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man ſhould 
be involved in ſuch difficulties as oblige him to live 
with ſuch ill company and herd with gameſters. 
Mat. See the partiality of mankind-—————one man 
may ſteal a horſe better than another look over a hedge, 
Ota mechanics, of all Tervile handicrafis-men, the 
gamster is the vileſt: but yet as many of the quality are 
of the profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt the politeft com- 
pany. I wonder we are not more reſpected. 

Mac. There will be deep play to-night at' marybone, 
conſequently money may be picked up upon the road, meet 
me there and I' give you the hint who is worth ſetting., 

» Mat. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow gold 


binding, Lam told is never without money, 


Mac. What do you mean, Mat ?— ſure you will not 


think of meddling with him, he's a good honeſt Kind of 


a fellow, and is one of us. 

Ben. To be ſure fir we will put ourſelves under your 
protection. / ? 
Mac. Have an eye upon the money . leaders— A rouleau 
ortwo'would prove a pretty ſort of an expeditiun. I hate 
extortion, n | 

Mat. Thoſe rouleaus are very prety things—I hate your 

bank-bills— there is ſuch a hazard in putting them off. 
Mac. There is a certain man of diſt inct ion, who in his 
time hath nicked me out ot a great deal of the ready: he 


is in my caſh, Ben L'll point him out to you this eve- 


ning, and you ſhall draw upon him for the debt. The com- 
pany are met; I hear the dice- box in the other room ; ſo 
gentlemen, your fervant. You will meet me at Mary bone. 
. Scene, PEACHUm's Lock, 
A table, with wine, brandy, pipes, and tobacco. 

B61 „8 PrxAcaumM, Lockit. 

Loc. The coronation account, brother Peachum, is 0! 
ſo intricate a nature that I believe it will never be ſettled. 

Peatck It conſiſts, indeed, of a great variety of article: 
It vas Worth to our people in fees of different kinds. 
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above ten inſtalments - To-day ſhall be for pleaſure - 
morrow for buſineſs. Ah; brother Hhofe daugluers of ours - 
ire twoflippery huſſies —Keep x watchful eye upon Polly, 
and Macheath in a day or two ſhah be our on again. 
Dou tn the north rountry. 
What ghtigeons are we men! 
" Eviry woman's eaſy prey ; 
' Tho?” we have fel: the hook again, 
We dite and they betray. 
The bird that has been trapt, * 
When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies; again he's clapt 
Within the wiry grate, * 

Peach. But what figmtics catching the bird, if your 
daughter Lacy will ſet open the door of the cage? 

Loc. It men were anſwerable for the follies and frailties 
of their wives aud daughters, no triend conid keep a-good- 
correſpondance together for two days; this is unk ind of 
you, brother, for among good friends what they fay ot do 
* for nothine. [Enter Fit. CH] 

Fi. Here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak with you. 
Peach. Shall we admit her. brother Lockit! | 
Lock. By all means thc's a good cuſtemer, and 

a fine ſpoken women— and a woman who drinks and talks. 
ſo freely, will enliven the converſation. 

Peach. Defire her to walk in. | 

Emer Mrs TrarPes. Ba 

Dear Mrs Dyel your ſervant——one may know by 
your kiſs that your gin is excellent. | 
rapes: I was always very curious in my liquors. 

Lock. There is no perfumed breath like it, I have been 
long acquainted with the flavour of thoſe lips, han't I Dye? 

Trupes, Fill it up I ö take as large draughts of liquor 
as Ido of love I tate x flincher in either. . 

IA ſhepherd kept heepy Se, 
In the days of my youth I could tait ke a dove, fa, la, &c. 
Like a ſparrow at all times was ready for love, fa, la &c. 
The lite of © att: mortals in kiffirig:fbould paſs, 61 
Lip to lip white we*re young, hen lip to the go ſs fa, &c. 
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blacks of any kind brought in of late, mantuas--velvet 
fearf's—petticgats Aet it de what it will I am your 
chap for all my ladies are very fond of mourning, 
Peach. Why look ye, Mrs Dye—you deal fo hard 
with'-us, that we can: atford to give the gentlemen "who 
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. 
© Prapes The hard times oblige me to go very near in m 
dealing—To be ſure of late years I have been a great ſuf- 
terer by the parliament—three thouſand pounds would 
hardly make me amends—the act for deſtroying the Mint 
was a ſevere eut upon our buſineſs—till then, if a cuſtom- 
er ſtept out of the way—we knew where to have her :;— 
No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer— There's a wench now 
(till to day)with a good ſuit of clothes of mine upon her 
back, and I could never ſet eyes upon her for three months 
together—Since the act too againſt impriſonment for 
ſmall ſums, my loſs there too hath been confiderable; and 
it muſt be ſo when a lady can borrow a handſome petticoat 
ox à clean gown, and I not have the lealt hank upon her; 
and o* my conſcience, now-a- days, moſt ladies take de- 
light in cheating when they can do it with ſafety! 
Peach. Madam, you had a handfome gold watch of us th” 
other day for feven guineas—Conlidering we muſt have 
our profit—to a gentlemanrupsn the road a gold watch will 
be ſcarcely worth the tak ing. | 
Trape: der, Mr. Peac hum, that watch was remark- 
able, and not of very ſafe ſale—If you have any black 
velvet ſcarfs—they are a handſome winter wear, and take 
with moſt gentlemen who deal with my cuftomers—'Tis 
T that put the ladies upon a good foot: tis not youth or 
beauty that fixes their price; the gentlemen always pay 
accordivg to their drefs, from hal i-a· cron to two guineas, 
and yet thoſe huſſies make nothing of bilking me—Then 
too, allow ing for acciqents I have eleven find cuſtomers 
now down under the furgeon's hand—what with fees and 


other expences, there are great goings- out and no coming 


in, and not a farthing ts pay fot at leaft a month's clothing 
——— We run great rifkg-great riſks Inde cd. 
Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
2 216 220d T9DD;17 151 01 
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Trapes Yes, fir,—to be ſure I ſtripped her of a ſuit of 
my own clothes about two hours ago, and have left hes as 
ſhe Mould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of her's, at my 
houſe. She called him up ſtairs as he was going to Mary- 
bone in a hackney-coach—and 1 hope, for her own fake 
and mine, ſhe will perſuade the Captain to redeem 
her, for the Captain is very generous to the ladies. 

Lock. What Captain? : 

Trapes He thought I did not know him an intimate 
acquaintance of your's Mr, Peachum——only Captain 
Macheath——as tine as a lord. 

Peach, To morrow, dear Mrs. Dye! you ſhall ſet your 
own price upon any of the goods you like——We have 
at leaſt half a dozen velvet ſcarfs, and all at your ſervice, 
Will you give me leave to make you a preſent of this ſuit 
of night cloaths for your own wearing? But you are 
ſure it is Captain Macheath ? 

Trapes Though he thinks I have forgot him, nobody 
knows him better, I have taken a great deal of the Cap- 
tains money in my time at ſecand hand, for he always 
loved to have his ladies well dreſt. 

Peach. Mr, Lockit and I have a little buſineſs with the- 
rr underſtand me — and we will fatisty- 
you to Mrs, Coaxer's debt. 4 

Loc. Depend upon it— we will deal like men of hononr. 


Trapes. I don't inquire after your affairs —ſo whatever, 


happens, I waſh my hands on't—lIr bath always been my 
maxim, that one friend ſhould aſſiſt another But if you 
pleaſe, I'll take one of the ſcarfs home with me; tis 
always good to have ſomething in hand. [ Exeunt. - 
Sex, NEWGATE., JED 
Enter Lux. Lads 15% 1 
Jealouſy ! rage, love, and fear, are at once tearing me 
to pieces. How TI am weather-beaten and beaten with. 
diſtreſſes! 19 | | 
_, .* One evening having loſt my way. 
I'm like a Kit? on the 222 
Now high, now low, with each billow borne, 
With her rudder broke and her anchor lulte 
Deſerted and all fortorn, 
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While thus I lie rooling and toſſing all night, 
That Polly lies ſporting on ideas-of delight! 
. Revenge, revenge, revenge, 
| Shall appeaſe my reſtleis ſpirit. 
I have the ratſbane teady—I run no riſk, for I can lay her 
death upon the gin, and ſo many die of that naturally, that 
I fhg!l never be called in queſtion—But ſay I were to be 
| hanged—I revercould be hanged for any thing that woutd 
give me greater comfort than the poiſioning that ſlut. 
EE pig Enter Filch. 8 
Fil. Madam, here's Miſs Polly come to wait upon you, 
Lucy Shew her in. [Enter Po LLL. ] Dear Madam! your 
ſervant.—I hope you will pardon my paſſion when I wa 
ſo happy to ſee you laſt-I was fo over-rua with the ſpleen, 
that I was perfectly out of myſelf ; and really when one 
hath the ſpleen every thing is to be excuſed by a friend, 
Now, Roger Dl! tell thee, becauſe thou'rt my ſon. 
When a wife's in her pout 
As ſhe's ſometimes no doubt) 
he good huſband, as meck 3s a lamb,, | 
Her vapours to ſtill br 
Firſt grants her her will, | 
And the quieting draugh is a dramy _ 
Poor man ! and the quieting draugh is a dram. 
I wiſh all our quarrels might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation. * 9 5 
Pol. I have no excufe for my behaviour, Madam, but 
my misfortunes—and really, Matien, I ſuffer too much 
upon your- account. 1 

Lucy. But, Miſs Poll) in the way of friendſhip will 
you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cordial to you? 

Pol. Strong waters are apt to give me the head-ach, 
-I bope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lug. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have bet- 
ter in her cloſet Fe her own private drinking yo 
ſeem mighty low in ſpirits my dear ! 

Pol. I am ſorry, Madam; my health will not allow me 
to 1 of your offer I ſhould not have left you in the 
"rude manner I'did When we met laſt, Madam, had not my 
papa hauled me away ſo unexpectedly -I was indeed ſome- 
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what provoked, and perhaps might ufe ſome expreſſions 
<1ſreſpectful but really, Madam, the Captain treated 
me with ſo much contempt and crueky, that I deterved 
your pity rather than your reſeatment. 

Lucy But fince hiseſcape, na deut all matters ate mad * 
vp again—Ah, Polly! Polly! tis Lam the unhappy wife, 
ant he loves you, as if you were only his miftrefs. 

Pol. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me fo unhappy as 
to be the object ot your jealouty---A man is alwavs atraid 
of a woman who loves him too well---ſo that I mut expect 
to be neglected and avoided. | 

Lucy Then our caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly alike; 
both of us indeed have been too fond, 

0 Beſſy Bell, &c. 
Pol, A curſe attend that woman's love 

Who always would be pleaſing, 

Luiy The pertneſs of the billing dove, 

Like tickling is but teazing. 

Pol. What then in love can women do? 
Lucy It we grow fond, they ſhun us, 

Pol. And when we fly them they purſue, 
Lucy But leave us when they ?ave won us. 

Lucy Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes that it is 
impoſlible to be laſting—burt my heart is particular, and 
comtted iẽts my own obſervation. BE 

Pol But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by his alt behaviour I 
think;T. ought to envy youu—When I was forced from 
him, he did not ſhew the leaſt renderneſs---but perhaps 
he hath a heart not capable of it, 

Would fate to me Belinda gre, 

- Among the men coquertes.we find 

Who court by turns all womankind, 

And we grant all their hearts defür'd. 

When they were flatter'd and admir'd. 
The coqueites of both ſexes are ſeli-Yovers, and that is a 
igve no 0:her wharever can diſpoſeſs, I fear my dear 
our huſband is one ot thoſe. 
Lucy Away with theſe melanchally reflection Indeed 
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my dear Polly l we are both of us a cup too low; let me 
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pre vai n. 8 t of my offer. 
LIFE! 5 C e po 
Tome, ſweet lass! 
Let's baniſh ſorrow 
Till to-morrow ; 
Come, ſwent laſs ! 
Let's take a chirping glaſs, 
Wine can clear 
The vapours of deſpair, 
= And make us light as air ; 
Then drink and baniſh care. 
I can't 5 child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirits— and I 
muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you. good—1 
mall now be even with the hypocritical ſtrumpet, | Exit, 
Pol. All this wheedling of Lucy's can't be for nothing 
Ant this time too, when I know ſhe hates me This dis- 
ſembling of a woman is always the fore-runner of miſchief 
—By pouring ſtrong waters down my: throat, ſhe thinks to 
pump ſome ſecrets out of me—T']l be upon my guard, and 
won't taſte a drop of her liquor I'm reſolved. - 
Enter Lucy with ſtrong waters. 
Lucy Come, Miſs Polly. | 
Pol. Pibdeed, child, you have given yourſelf trouble to 
ſe=Yau muſt my dear excuſe me. 
ac Really, Miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueemiſh! affect. 
ed about taking a cupof ſtrong waters, as a lady before com- 
I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſiy ill if you 
refuſe me=Braridy and men (tho* women lovethem never 
ſo well) are always taken by us with fome relutance— 
unleſs tis in private. 
Pol. I proteſt, Madam, it goes againſt me What do I 
ſee | Macheath again In cuſtody now every glimmering 


of happineſs 1 is n 1 [Drops the glaſs. 


We inc things are thus, I'm glad the wench hath 
Fa, this event tis * flie was not happy 
Ge to be ie l Aſide. 

bY en Machtarn, and Er Anu. 
Loc. Set your eat at fen, Captain vou. have neither 


the chance of love or money for another eſpape, for you 


are ordered to be called don upon ycur trial immediately , 
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THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. It 

Peach. Away huſſias !—this is no time for a man to be 
hampered with his wives you ſee the gentleman is in 
chains already. 

Lucy O huſband, huſband I my heart long'd to fee 
thee, but to ſee thee thus, diſt racts me! 

Pol. Will not my dear huſband look upon his Polly ? 
Why hadit thou not flown to me for protection? with me 
thou hadſt been ſafe. 

The laſt time I came o the moor. 
Pol. Hither, dear huſband ! turn your eyes, 
Lucy Beſtow one glance to cheer me. 
Pol. Think with that look thy Polly dies 
Lucy O ſhun me not, but hear me. 
Pol. Tis Polly ſues. 
| Lucy 'Tis Lucy ſpeaks. 
Fol. Is thus true love requited ? 
Lucy M Wy heart is burſting, 
Polly Mine to breaks. 
2 Muſt I, 
Fol. Muſt be ſlighted. 

Mac. What would you have me ſay, ladies? ou ſce 
this affair will ſoon be at an end, wit out my diſobliging 
either of you. 

Peach. But the ſettling this point, Captain, e 


vent a law fuit between your two widows, 


Tom Tinkey's my true love, Sc. 
Mac. Which way ſhall I turn me how can I deci ? 
Wives the day of our death are as fond as a bride. 
One wife is too much for ſome huſbands to hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear, 
This way, or that way, or which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, Vother wife would take ill. 
Pol. But if his own misfortunes have made him inſen- 
fible to mine —I father ſure, will de mote compaſſionate. 
Dear, dear, Sir ! ſink the material evidence, and bring 
him off at his trial. Polly, upon her knees, begs Au 
I am a foor Prepherd undone; 
When my hero in court appears, 
And ſtands arraign'd for bis Wes... 
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TAE-BECGAR'S OPERA, 
Then think of your Pollys tears, | 
For, ab poor Polly his wife. 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
Diſtreſt on the daſhing wave ; 
Io die a dry death at land 
Is as bad as a wat'ry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly ! 
A ack, and well. a-day 
Belore Iwas in love 
Oh! ev'ry month was may. 

* If Peachum's heart is hardened, ſure you, fir, wil 
have more compaſii-n on a daughter, I know the evidence 
is in your power; How then can you be a 'yrani tO me ? 

fanthe the l3vely, G. . [knee ling. 


When be holds up his hand arraign'd to his lite, 
O, think of your daughier, and think l'm his u fe! 
What are cannors or“ bombs. or c aſhing of words! 
For death is more cer ain by win: fles* wo de. 
Then nail up their lips, tha! dra bande al'ey, 
And each month of my life will bereafter be M +, 


Macheath's time is come Lucy, we know out «vn 
5, therefore, let us have no more Nn 
A cob':r thrre πν %s 
ODurſe ves, like the great, o ſecure a reticar, 
When matters require it, muſk give up our gang; 
And good r-aſon. why, 
- Or1:inftead of the f 
Ev*:..Pcachitm and 
Like poor peity raſcals might hang, hang, 
Like poor petty raſcals might hang. 

Peach. Ser your cart at reſt, Polly—your hi ſband is 
to die to-day therefore, if you are not already provid- 
ed, is high ame to look about for another. 'T here's com- 
fort .. Wear you ſlut 

| eare ready, fir, to conduct you tothe Old Bailey. 
Bonny Dundee. j 
fac. The charge is prepar'd the lawyers are met, 
The judges ir» rang'd (a terrible thow !) 
I go undiſmay'd—for death is a debt. | 
A debt en demand---fq take what I owe, 


C wn 
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Now genilemen, I am ready to attend you. 


THE BEGGARS :OPE RA. | 
Then farewell my love, deat charmers adieu, 
Contented I die — tis the beiter for y 0 
Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, 6 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my Wives. N 
Exit. 
Po/. Follow them Filch, to the court, and when the trial 
is over, bring me a particular account of his behaviour, 
and of every thing that happened---You'] find me here 
with Mifs-Lucy, { Exit Filch] But why is all this mufic. 
Lucy The priſoners, whole trials are put off till next 
ſeſſion, are, diverting themſelves. | l 
Pol. Sure there is nothing fo charming as muſic, xm fond 
of, it co dittrattion—But, alas ! all mirth ſeems an mule, 
upon my affliction—Let us retire, my dear Lucy | and in- 
dulge our forrows—The noiſy crew, you lee, are coming 
upon us. [Exeunt. A dance of priſoners in chains.) 
Scenes, the condemn'd hole. 
MACHEATH tn a mt/oncho!y peſture, 
Happy groves. 
O cruel, cruel cruel cafe ! 
Mutt I ſuffer this diſgrace ? 
Of all the gir/s that are ſo ſmart. 
Of all the friends in time of grief, 
When chreat'aing death looks grimmer, // 
Not one fo ſure can bring relief * 
As this beſt friend, a brimmer. 


Britous flrike home. 1 
Sluce I muſt ſwing—l ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or whine. 
Chevy chaſe, * 


But now again my ſpirits ſink, 
I'll raife them high with wine. 
Ie old Sir Simon the king. 
But valourghe fironger it grows .. 
The ſtronger liquor we're drinking,” 
And how can we feel our woes 
When w'ave loſt the trouble oſ thinking. 
| Jie to great Caeſar. 
It chus—a man can die 82 
Much holder with brandy. ( pours out Brandy. 


(Drinks, 
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54 THE BEGGAR”'S OPERA. 
: a There wiis an old womam, Ge. 
So 1 drink off this bumper, and- now I can ſtund the teſt. 

And my comrades ſhall fee that I die as brave as the beſt. 

„Did veu rver leur of a galant ſailor. 
But ean I leave my pretty buſſſes 

„WMibout one tear or tender ſigh ? 

Why are min: eyes till flowing 
Their eyes, their lipstheir bofſes, 
Necall my love Ab! mult I die! 

5 Green flceves. 

Since laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 

J wonder we ha'nt better company 0 

Upon Tyburn tree! F 

But gold from law can take out the ſting, 

And if rich-men like us were to ſwing, 

*Twould this the land ſuch numbers to ſtring 
Upon Tyburn tree. k 
Jailor. Some friends of your's, Captain, defire to be 

admitted--—1 leave you together. 

Enter BEN Boes and Mar of the Mint. 
Mac. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, gentlemen. 
I am ordered immediate execution—The fheriff”s officers 
I believe are now at the door That Jemmy Twitcher 
ſhould peach me, I own ſurpriſed me Tis a plain proof 


thai ihe world is all alike, and that even our gang can no jt 


more truſt one another than other people j therefore, I beg 


bility,. you may live ſome months longer. 
Mat, We are both ſorry, Captain, for your misfortunes 
but eis whatwe muſt all come to. | 
{ Maca) Peachwm and Lockit, you 
ſcoundrels : their ſives are as much in your power, as your's 
ate an their. Remember yout dying friend tis his laſt 
requeſi— Bring thoſe villians to the gallows before you, 


and I ſatisfied. 


Mat. Well det. | 
Anne yero l of) —_— "8 

Miſs Polly and Mifs Lu 

adira;? 7 fExennt 


% 


and . 
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11 


bes geniemen, took well to yonrfelves, for in all pro- 


know, are infamous P 


y entreat a word with you, I., 
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| Mac. See, my courage is out, 
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$5 
Enter Luc and POLLY. | 
Mac. My dear Lucy—my.dear Poll whatfoeve 


hath paſt between us, is now at an enti—it you are for 


of marrying-again, the belt advice can give you is, to 


ſhip yourſelves off ſor the Weft Indies, where you'll 


have la fair chance of :geiting a: huſband a piece, or, by 


good luck, two or three, as you like beſt, 0 
ol. How can I ſupport: this fight ? 
Lucy There is nothing moves one 

man in diſtre ſs. 

All you that muſt take a leap, 
Lucy Woul'd I might be hang'd ? 
Pol. And I would ſo too. 
Lucy To be hanged with you, 
Pol. My dear with you. 
Mac. O leave me to my thoughts! I fear I doubt! 

I tremble | I droop !——See my courage is out. 

| [Turns up the empty bottle, 

Pol. No token of love ? 


ſo much as a great) 


[Turns up the pot. 
Lucy No token of love? 
Pol. Adieu! 
Lucy Farewel ! 
Mac. But hark! I hear the toll of the bell, : 
Jailer Four women more, Captain, with a child 4. 
diece. See, here they come. g 
Mac, What! four wives more—this is too much 
Here—tell the ſheriff's officers I am ready. Exeunt. 
Mob toit hin A reprieve, a reprieve, a reprieve. 
Enter MACHEATH, &c. 
Mae. So it ſeems I am not left to my choice, but muſt 
have a wife at laſt Look ye, my dears, We will 
ave no controverſy now, Let us give this day to 
irth, and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf- my wife, 
111 teſtify het joy by a dance. | | 
Alt Come, a dance, a dance. 
Mac, Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to pre. 
ent a partner to each of you; and (if I may without 
dffence, for the laſt time I take Polly for mine and 
or life, you ſlut; for we were really married As for the 


56 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 
reſt a. at preſent keep your-own'fecret, _ 
A Dance. ] 6? 1447 r 
1 -Lumps of pu Se. b 
© Thus I Rand like a Turk with his doninereands/ 
From all ſides their glances his paſhon.confound, 
For black, brown and fair, his inconſtancy burm, 
And the diff rent beauties ſubdue him by turns; 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his b 
Tho' willing to all, with but one he retires. 
Then think of this maxim, and put of all forrow, 
The wretch of to-day may be happy to mot row. 
Chorus Then think of bs maxim, &c. 
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